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the wagon. Holding the sweaty string of her cross
from her neck with her teeth, she hurriedly gave him the
breast, whispering through her clenched teeth: "My
darling, my little son ! My beautiful one. . . . Your mother's
famished you with hunger. ..." Still sobbing offendedlv^
the little Grishka sucked and bit painfully at the teat with his
tiny gums. And beside her stood his young, black-moustached
father, whetting a scythe. From under her drooping lashes
she saw his smile and the bluish whites of his twinkling eyes.
The heat made it difficult for her to breathe, the sweat
streamed from her brow and tickled her cheeks, and the
light faded, faded before her eyes. . . .
She aroused herself from the dream, passed her hand
over her tear-stained face, and then lay still a long time,
tormented with a cruel attack of choking, occasionally
sinking into a coma.
Late that evening, when Dunia and her husband had goii^
to sleep, she gathered the rest of her strength, rose, and went
into the yard. Aksinia was out late, seeking her cow which
had got separated from the herd, and as she returned home
she saw IHnichna walking slowly, swaying as she went into
the threshing floor. " What has she gone in there for, ill as
she is ? " Aksinia wondered and, stealing up to the fence
which bounded the Melekhovs' threshing floor, looked inside.
A full moon was shining. A breeze was blowing from the
steppe. The stack of straw cast a dense shadow over the
bare, stone-rollered floor. IHnichna was supporting herself
with both hands on the fencing, gazing out into the step
to where a camp-fire lit by the mowers was glimmering
a distant, inaccessible little star. Aksinia clearly saw the ol
woman's swollen face lit up by the bluish light of the moon,
the grey strand of hair breaking from under her black shawl.
Ilioichna stood long gazing into the darkling steppe, then
called quietly, as though he were standing quite close to her:
" Grisha dear !  My darling boy ! "
She was silent ior a moment, then in a different, low and
husky voice she said :
" Blood of my blood ! "
All Aksinia's body shivered, gripped by an inexplicaibl^
feeling of anxiety and fear. Sharply falling back from the
fence, she went to her hut.
That night Iliiiichna realised that soon she was to di^